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A Thrilljng Domestio Stery.

You havoe all heard of the Cheviot moun-

tains. If you have not, they are a rough,

yugged, majestic chain of hills, which a poet

might term the Roman wall of nature;
‘orowned with suow, belted with storms, sur-
. rounded by pastures and fruitful fields, and
still dividing the northern pertion of Great
Britaio from the southern. With their
&r:ud summits piercing the clouds, and
eir dark, rocky declivities frowning upon
‘the glens below, they appear symbolical of
the wild and untamable spirit of the bor-
derers who once inhabited their sides.—
We say, you have all heard of the Cheviots,

- ~and know them to be very high hills, like a

huge clasp riveting Eogland and Scotland
together; but we are not aware that you
may have heard of Marchlaw, an old, grey-
looking farm house, substantial as a modern
fortress, recently, and, for aught we know
to the contrary, still inhabited by Peter El-
liot, the proprietor of some five hundred sur-
rounding acres. The boundaries of Peter's
farm, indeed, were defined neither by fields,
hedges, nor stone walls. A wocden stake
here and o stone there, st considerable dis-
tances from each other, were the general
landmarks ; but neither Peter nor his neigh-
bors considered a few acres worth quarrel-
ing about ; and their sheep frequently vis-
ited each othor's pastures in a triendly way,

harmonjously sharing a family dioner, in
the sagyggpirit as their mastemmadeshems.
uelv* ‘each other's tables.

Poter waa placed in very unpleasant cir-
cumsfances, owing to the situation of March-
law House, whioh unfortunately, was built
immediatly across the “ ideal line ” dividing
the two kingdoms ; and his misfortune was,
that, being born within it, he knew not
whether he was an Englishman or a Scotch-
man. ‘He could trace his ancestral line no
farther back than his great grandfather, who,
it appeared from-the fumily Bible, had, to-
gether with his graodfuther and father,
claimed#Marchlaw as their birth-place.—
Elz‘a’v, however, were not involved in the

.same perplexities as their descendant.. e
_parlor was distinctly acknowledged f L

Scotland and two-thirds of the ki

phorn in the roota,
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hig eyes, as beautful as when, ha;;owing on

aker ; and he was still as happy, as gener-
ous, and as free. Nige fair children sat ar-
ound their domestic hearth, and one, the
youngling of the flock, swiled upon its Mo-
ther's knee. Peter had never known sorrow;
he was blest in his wife, in his children in his
flocks. He had become richer than his fath-
ers. He was beloved by his neighbors, the
tillers of his ground, and his herdsmen ; yea,
po man envied his prosperity. But a blight
passed over the harvest of his joys, and gall
was rained into the cup of his felicity.

It was Christmas-day, and a more melan-
choly-looking sun never rose on the 25th of
w. Ono vast, sable cloud, liken
universal pall, overspread the heavens.—
For weeks the ground had been covered
with clear, dazzling snow ; and as through-
out the day, the rain continued its unwear-
ied and monotonous drizzle, the earth as-
sumed a character and appearance melan
choly and troubled as the heavens. Likea
mastiff that has lost its owner, the wind
howled dolefully down the glens, and was
re-cchoed from the caves of the mountains,
as the lamentation of a legion of invisible
spirits. The frowning snow-clad precipices
were instinet with motion, as avalanche upon
avalanche, the larger burying the imaller,
crowded downward in their lremepﬁ jour-
ney to the plain. The simple aftgdtain rills
bad assumed the majescy of jwivers; the
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torrent, and, gushing forih as cataracts, in
fury and ia foam, envelopend the valleys in
an aogry flood.” But, at Marchlaw, the fire
blaged blithely ; the kitchem groaned be-
neath the load of preparations for a joyful
feast ; and glad fuces &cd from room to
room.

Peter Klliot kept Christmas, not so much
because it was Christmas, as in honor of its
being the birth-day of Thomas, his first-
born, who, that day, entered his nineteenth
year. With a father's love, his heart yeat-
wed for ail his children; but Thowas was
the pride of his eyes. Cards of apology had
oot then found their way among our border

4 hills ; and, as all knew that, although Peter

adwitted no spirits within his threshold, nor

0a¢'| a druokard at bis table, he was, neverthe- |
Jegs, 00 niggard in hischospitality, Bis Invi-]
160 jdabions were accepted without Ceromony.—

e par
beyol:i%"qnoslion ; but Peter, unluckily, be-{The guests were assembled ; and the kitchen

ing brought into the world before the death
of his grandfuther, his parcats occupied a
room immediately over the debatable boun-
dary line which crossed the kitchen.
room though scarccly eight fect square, was
evidently situated between the two coun-

__tries ; but, no one being able to ascertain

what portion beloaged to each, Peter, alter

being the only apartment in the building
large enough to contain them, the cloth was
spread upon a long, clear, oaken table,

The | stretehing from England into Scotland.—

Ou the English end ot the board were plac-
ed a ponderous plum pudding, studded with
temptation, and a smokiig sirloin ; on Scot-
land, a savory and well scasond haggis, with

many arguments and altercations upon the | a sheep's head aud trotters ; while the inter-

subject, was driven to the disagreeable al-
ternative of confussing he knew not what
countryman he was. What rendered the
confession more painful was, it was Peter’s

mediate space was filled with the good
things of this life, common to both king-
dows and to the season.

The guests from the north, and from the

highest ambition to be thought a Scotch- | south, were aranged promiscuously. Every

man.
side ; his mother waus collaterally related to
the Stuarts ; and few familiea were wmore
ancient or respeéta;l? than the Elliots.—
Peter’'s speech, indeed, betrayed him to be
a walking partition between the two king-
doms, a living representation of the Union ;
for in one word he pronounced the letter r
with the broad, masculine sound of the
North Briton, and in the next with the li-
quid burr of the Northumbrians.

Esquire, of Marchlaw, in the counties of

All his arable land lay on the Scotch | seat was filled—save one.

The chair by
Peter's right hand remained unoccupied.—
He had raised his hands before his eyes,
and besought a blessing on what was placed
before them, and was preparing to carve for
his visitors, when his eyes fell upon the va-
cant chair. The kaife dropped upon the
tuble. Anxiety flashed across his counte-
nance, like an arrow from an unscen hand,
“ Janet, where is Thomas " he inquir-
ed ; “hae nane o’ ye seen him 7 and without

a4 Peter, or, if you prefer it, Peter Elliot, | waiting an answer, he continued—*“How

is it possible he can be absent at a time like

bim her hand, she blushed her vows at the

in the brightest cyes in the room; aug, the
monosyllable, *“ No,” that trembled fFomn
her lips, was audible only to the ear of the
inquirer. In vain Mrs. Elliot despatched
one of her children afier ancther, in quest
of their father and brother; they came and
went, but brought no tidiugs more cheering
than the moaning of the hollow wind.—
Miuutes rolled into hours, vet neither came.
She perceived the prouder of her guests
preparing to withdraw, and, observing that
“Thomas's absence was so sivgular and un-

fai'thcr, she didoa ken what apology to make
to her friends for such treatment; but it
was needless waiting, ang bogged the; ?
wo uv verewony, but just begln.™

No eecond invitation was necessary.—
Good humor appeared to be restored, and
sirloins, pies, pastics and moorfowl began to
disappear like the lost son. = Fora mowent,
Mrs. Elliot apparently participated in the
restoration of chicerfulness; but a low sigh
at her elbow again drove the color from her
rosy cheeks. Hur eye wandered to the
farther eud of the table, and rested on the
unoccupied seat of her husband, and the
vacant chair of her first-born. Her heart
fell heavily within her ; all the mother gush-
ed into her bosom, and, rising from the
table, “What in the world ean bo the mean-
ing o' this " said sho, as she hurried, with
a troubled countenance, toward the door.—
Her husbaod met her on the threshold.— .

engerly ; “hao ye seen naething o’ him ?'
“Naething ! naething !”" replied he :is
he no cast up yet?” And, with a melén-
choly glance, his eyes sought an answer in
the deserted chair. His lips quivered, his
tongue fultered.
“Gude forgie me 7" said Be; “and such
a day for even an encmy to b# out in ! M've
been up and doun every ¥ that I can
think on but not o living-Sfeure has scen
or heard tell o' him. ¥ :
bors,” he added, leaving th
awa again, for I canna rests® "

“I ken by mysel', friends,” gaid Adam
Bell, a 8ecent-locking N {:‘li:m, “that
a faither’s heart is as s

pusy ; [ wust

uuT WOIthy uetghp oy
get his foot hm, )
time, and assist him in his search. Ior, in
my rough, cozntry way o’ thidking, it must
be something particularly out of the common
that could tempt Thomas to boe amissing.—
Indeed, 1 needna say tempt, for there could
be no iuclination in the way. And our
hills, ”” he concluded, in a lower tone,* are
not owre chancy in other respects, besides
the breaking up o’ the storm.

“Qh!” said Mrs Elliot, wringing her
hands, “I have had the coming o’ this
about me fur days and days. My head was
growing dizzy wi’ happiness, but thoughts
came stealing upon me like ghosts, and 1
felt a lonely soughing about mysheary; with-

cause is come at last ! And my dear T'ho-
mas—the very pride and staff o' my life—
is lost—lost to me for ever!”

“I ken, Mrs. Elliot,” replied the North-
umbrian, it is an easy matter to say com-
pose yourself, for them that dinna ken what
it is to feel.  Bat, at the same time, in our
plain, country way o’ thinking, we are al-
ways ready to believe the worst.  1've often
heard my fuither say, and.1've as often re-
warked it myself, that, before anything hap-

Porthumberland and Roxburgh, was, for | this? And on such a day, too ? Excuse me | owre them, like a cloud before the face o’
many years, the best runner, leaper and | a minute friends, till I just step out and sce the sun ; n sort o’ dumb whispering about

wrestler between Wooler and Jedburg.—

if I can find him. Since ever I kept this

the breast from the other world. And,

Whirled from his hand, the ponderous bul- | day, as mony o’ ye ken, he has always been | though I trust there is naething o’ the kind
let whizzed through the air like a pigeon on | at my right hand, in that very chair; and | in your case, yet as you observe, when 1 find

and the best putter on the Bor-
d from competition. As a feath-

“wer.in; his grasp, he seized the unwieldy ham-

lii'#,.w it round aad round his head, ac-

‘eompanying with agile limb its evolutions,

swiftly as swallows play around a circle, and
hurled it from his hands like a shot from a

_rifle, till antagonists shrunk back, and the

spectators burst into a shout. “Well dooe,
ire J'the Squire forever 1" onee exclaim-
% servile observer of titles. “Squire!
§are ye squiring at?” returned Peter.
“Confound ye! where was ye when [ was
christened Squire 7 My name's Peter Elliot
—your man, or onybody’s man, at whatever
they like !

Peter's soul was free, bounding, and
buoyant as the wicd that carolled in a ze-
phyr, or shouted in a hurricane, upon his
native hills; and his body was thirteen stove
of healthy, substantial flesh, steeped in the
spirits of life. He had been long married,
but marriage had wrought noPchange upon
him. They who suppose that wedlock
transforms the lark into an owl, offer an in-
sult to the lovely b.ings who, brightening
our darkest hours with the smiles of affec-
tion, teach us that that ouly is unbecoming
in the husband which is disgraceful in the
man. Nearly twenty years had passed over
them; but Janet was still as kind, and, io

I canna think o' beginning our dinner while
I see it empty. ” 1 PRSP
«If the filling o’ the chair be all,” said a
pert young sheep-farmer named Johnson,
¢ will step into it till Master Thomas ar-
rive."”
“Ye're not a faither, young man.” said
Peter, and walked out of the room.
Minute succeeded winute, but Peter re-
turned not. Tho guests became hungry,
peevish, and gloomy, while an excellent din-
ner contioued spoiling before them. Mrs.
Klliot, whose good: nature was the most prom-
inent feature in her el;%a’ter, strove, by
every possible effort, to beguile the unplea-
gant impressions she perceived gatheriug
upon their countenances.
“ Poter is just a3 bad as hini,” she re-
marked, “to hae gane to seek him when he
kenned the dinner wouldoa keep. And I'm
sure Thomas kenned it would be ready at
one o'clock toa minute. It's sae uothink-
ing and unfriendly like to keep folk wait-
ing.” And, endeavoring to smile upon a
beautiful black-baired girl of seventeen,
who sat by her elbow, she continaed in an
anxious whisper—* Did ye sce naething o’
him, Elizabeth, hinny "

The maiden blushed deeply ; the question
evidently gave freedom to a tear, which had,
for some time, been an unwilling prisoner

pincss, it mak

mysclfgroying;;}ilsy, as it were; with hap-
- w t g —y -
ther’s, poor y !—'Bairns, bairns,’ she
used to say, ‘there is owre muckle singing
in your heads to night ; we willhave a show-
or before bed-time.” Andl never, in my
born days, saw it fail.”

At any other period Mr. Bell's Jisserta-
tion on presentiments would hiave been found
a fitting text on which to hang all the
dreams, wraiths, warnings, and marvellous
civcumstances, that had been handed down
to the company from the days of their graund-
fathers ; but, in the present instance, they
were too much oecupied in consultation re-
garding the different route to be taken in
their search.

Twelve horsemen and some half-dogen pe-
destrians, were seen hurrying in divers di
rections from Marchlaw, as the faint ligh
[of a melancholy day were yielding (o the
heavy darkness which appearcd pressing
in solid masses down the sides of the& moun-
tains. The wives and daughters of the
party were alone left with the disconsolate
mother, who,alternately pressed her weep-
ing childrento her heart, and told them to
weep not, for*their brother would soon re-
turn ; while the tcars stolo down her own

tbecause its mother wept.

accountahle, and so uunlike either him or his |'

_heaspa bhoani Paten il _alid-wiro; |

out being able to tell the caudo ; but llmd'@g new day acd we will wait to see what it

pens to a body, there is a something comes | i

oheeks, and the infant in her arins wept
Her frienda

strov 2'ith each other to inspire hope, and

pourgd upon her ear their mingled and lo-
quagous consolations. But one remained
sile The daughter of Adam Bell, who

zat by Mrs. Elliot's elbow at table, had
shryok into an obscure corner of the room.
Before her fuce she held a handkerclifef
wet with tears. Her bosom throbbed ccn-
vulsively ; and, as oceasionslly her broken
$ighs burst, from their prison-house, a sig-
ificant whisper passed among the younger
art ¢f the company. ]
MJs. Elliot apporached her, and taking

et 1°do-to comfort ye?  Come Elizabeth,
my bonny love, let us hope for the best.—
Ye see before ye a sorrowin’ mother !—a
mother that fondly hoped to sce you an’—I
tannasay it !—an’ am ill qualified to gie
tomfort when my own hieart is like a furnace!
But od ! let us try and remember the bless-
ed pottion, ‘Whom the Lord loveth He
chastejeth,” an’ inwardly pray for strength
his will be done " ”

s’!olc ou towards midnight, and one

|2y
“No, no, no !" eried the
;. and again, with incressing

® uno the foot o' my ain
Mo her keen gaze still remained

mﬂthﬂ}' i l' \ _.
anguish, s
bairn ;" j

Twelve years had passed away ; Christmas
had again come. It wgs the counterpart
of its fatal predecessor. The hills had no,
yet cast off their summer verdure : the sun,
although shoro of“its heat, had lost nong of
its brightoess or glory, and looked dowa up-
on the carth as though participating iu its
gladness ; and the clear blue sky was tran-
quil as the sea sleeping beneath the moon.
Many visitors again assembled at Marchlaw.
The sons of Mr. Elliot, and the young mcn
of the party, were assembled upon a level
green near the house, amusing themsclves
with throwing the hammer and other Bor-

spectators, recounting
r youth. Johoson, the
sheep furmer, whom we have already men-
tivned, now a brawny and gigantic fellow of
two and thirty, bore away in every game
the palm from all competitors. More than
once, as Peter beheld his sons defeated,
li¢ felt the spirit of youth glowing in bis
veins, and, “Oh !" muttered he, in bitter-
vess, “had my Thomas been spared to me,
he would hae thrown his heart’s bluid after
the hammer, before he would hae been beat
by ¢'er a Johuson in the couutry !”

While he thus soliliquized and with diffi-
culty restrained and impulse to compete with
the victor himself, a dark, fureign:-lookiug,
strong-built scaman, uunceremoniously ap-
proached, and with Lis arms folded, cast a

on-the doogy and was not with--
whf tre o relinquished |
till the individual entered, and with a silent
and ominous shake of his head, betokened
his fruitless efforts. The clock had struck
mel\'e;f’ll were returncd save the father.
Phe wind howled more wildly; the rain

ured upoun the windows in ceaccless tor-
rents ;and the roaring of the mountain
rivers gave ucharacter of decper ghostliness
to their sepulchral silence ; for they sat, each
rapt in forebodings, listening to the storm ;
no sounds were heard, save the groans of
the muther, the weeping of her clfldren,
and the bitter and broken sobs of the be-
reaved faidey, whéleaned her ‘head upon

riveted

Dpeor G
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At length the barking of the furm-dog
as raided to listen, every eye turned to
the door ; but, before the tread was yet
audible to the listene:s—“Oh, it is only Pe-
ter's foot!” eaid the miserable mother, and,
_weeping, rose to meet him. !
“Junet ! Japet!” he exclimed as"be en-
tered and threw his arms around her neck,
“what's this come upon us at last 7"

eas: an inquisitive glance around his
dwellig, and a convulsive shiver passed
over his mauly frame, as his eye aguin fell
on the vacant chair which none had ven-
tared to occupy. Hour succecded hour,
bui the company separated not; and low,
sorrowful whispers mingled with the lamen-
tations of ‘the parents.

“Neighbar,” said Adam Bell, “the morn

may bring forth; but, in the meantime,
let us read a portion ¢’ the Divine Word,
un’ kneel together in prayer, that whether
or not the day-dawn cause light to shine up
on this singular bereavement, the Sun o
Righteouspess may arise wi' healing on his
wings upon the hearts o' all present.”
“A% "’ responded Deter, wringing his
handsgand:his friend taking down the Ia’
dread the chapter wherein it is writen
g'better to be in the house of mourn-
B%6 in the house of feasting;” aad
ie portion which sayeth—It is well
%hat I have been afflicted, for before
#@flicted, I went astray.”
e\Moruing came, but brought no tid-
ings of | After a solemn fare-

r's bosoft, refusing to Le cunl-irgwillginig it around his head hurled it up-

queror.  Every cye was turned with a seru-
tinizing glance upon the stranger. In
height he could not cxceed five fect nine,
but his whole frame was the model of mus-
cular strength ; his features wer> open and
manly, but deeply sunburnt and weather-
beaten ; his long, glossy, bluck hair, curled
into ringlets by the breeze and the billow,
fell thickly over his temples and forehead ;
and whiskers of a similar hue, more con-
spicuous for size than clegance, gave a
charucter of ficrecness to a countenance oth-
erwise possessing a striking impress of man-
ly beauty.  Without asking permission, he
stepped forward, lifted the hammer, and

wards of five yards beyond Johnson's most
succoessul throw.
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Peter Elliot warmed within him, and he
was hurrying forward to grasp the stranger
by the hand, when the wordsgroaned in his
throat, *‘it was just the throw as my Thomas
would have made !— My own lost Thomas!”
The tears burst into his eyes, and, without
speaking, he turned buack, and hurried tow-
urds the house, to conceal his emotion.
Successively, at every game, the stranger
had defeated all who ventured to oppose
him; when a messenger announced that
dinner waited their arrival. Some of the
giiests were already seated, others entering;
and, as heretofure, placed beside Mrs Elliot,
was Elizabeth Bell, still in the noontide of
hor beauty ; but sorrow had passed ovcr}gq*
features, like a veil before the countenance
of an angel. Johuvson, crest-fullen and out
of humor at his defeat, seated himself by
her side. In early life he had regarded
Thomas Elliot as a rival for her affections ;
and, etimulated by the knowledge that Adam
Bell would be able to bestow several thous-
ands upon his daughter for a dowry, he yet
prosccuted his attentions with unabated as-
siduity, in despite of the. duughter's aver-
sivn and the eoldness of her futher. Peter
had taken his place at the table, and still by
his side, unoccupied ard sacred, appeared
the vazant chair, the chair of his first-born,
whereon none had sat since his mysterious

death or disappearance.

“Lairns,” said he, “did nave o' ye ask
the sailor w come up znd tak 2 bit o’ dinner
wi',us ("

) s
r f .‘
woll, all'the visitants, say &f}d;g;]\a ol g

Mor, returns, .
hogie 3 dena viie disconsolate futher, with

yeventsl again rencwed their search
dithe bills and surrounding villages.

4 ¥ ki, months, and years, rolled on.
W@ Bubdued the anguish of the pa-
4 « holy calm ; but their first-born
brgotted, although no trace of his

wa

fatahadibeen discovered. The general be-
lief “wal; that he periched on the breaking
up ofighe snow ; and the few, in whose re-

membrance he still lived, merely spoke of
his death as a “very extraordinary circum-
stance,” remarking that “he was a wild,
venturesowe sogh o’ lad.”

him who wag not.

after the Kows cf | sadness

lence ;hluﬂoril'ed At ‘who sai

to di rohlaw, sod still at

righ s placed tho vacant chair.—
Baut, ger branches of the family

advanced in years, the remembrancs of their
brother becameo les spoignant. Christmas
was, with all arouod them, a day cf rejoie-
ing, and they bogan to make merry with
their friends ; while their parents partook

i < ri i iri lige utter-
Christinas, sticceeded and Pe- | pied chair! The spirit of sacrelig

Sl il i og blasphemies from u pulpit could not

ter Elliot still kept it in tommemoration of | 198 “P 8 P ‘I:r e X

Fov the first fow yoars|

in their cnjoyments, with a smile, half of

“We were afraid it might lead to a quar-

look of contempt upg the | ti ) _._.l.:u. dhaces bhinm cee vvvm—d _han b smith

But that was my Thowas's seat !
Twelve years this very day—his birth-duy
—he perished, Heaven kens bow! lle
went out from our sight, like the e*md thut
passes over the hills—never—neveér to re-
turn. And, O Sir,sparea futher's feclings!
for to see it filled wrings the blovd from wy
heart.” - , .
“@Give me your hand, my worthy soul !”
excluimed the seaman, *I revere—nay,
hang it! I would die for your feelings !—
Bulq.l‘om Elliot was wy friebd, and I cast un-
chor in this chair by special commission.—
I know that a sudden broadside ot joy is n
bad thing ; but, as I dou’t know how to
reach a sermon betore, telling you, all I

ocuse ye.

va Lo pay 1s—that_ I .a'nt ¢

-t

hand of the strauger, and speaking with an
eagernces that almost choked his utterance;
*Oh Sir! Sir! tell me how!—how!—Did
yo say living '~—Is my ain Thowas living !

“Not dead, do you say?" cried Mrs.
Elliot, hurrying towsrds him und grasping
his other haud—* not dead! Aund shall L
see my bairn again? Oh! wmay the bles-
sing o' a broken-hearted mother be upon
the bearer o’ the gracious tidings? DBut
tell me—tell me, how is it possible!  As ye
would expect happiness here or hereafter,
dinna, divna deceive me !

“Deceive you!” returned the stranger,
grasping with impassioned carnestuess, their
hauds in his—*“Never! never! and all I
can suy is—Tom Elliot is alive and hearty.”

“No, no!” said Elizabeth, rising from
her scat, “he does not deceive us ; there is
that in his countenance which bespeakn a
falsehood impossible.” And sho also en-

deavored to move towards him, when John-
hald

er.

“Haunds off, you lund-lubber I exclaimed
the scaman, springing (owards them, ‘‘or,
shiver we! I'll show daylight through your
timbers in the turning of a hand spike.”"—
Aud, clusping the lovely girl in his arms,
“Betty ! Betty, my love ! he eried, “dou's
you know your own Tom! Iather, Mo-
ther, dou’t you know me ! Have you real-
ly forgot your own sou? If twelve years
have made some changes on hir fuce, his
heart is sound as ever.”

His futher, his mother, and his brothers
clung round him, weeping, smiling, and
mingling a hundred questions together.—
He threw his arms around the neck of each,
and, in answer to their inquiries, replied—
“Well! well! there is time enough to an-
swer questions, but not to-day—not to-day!”

“No, my bairn,” said his mother, “we'll

ask L‘J“ wo Whall ask ye
gy Auas. " o m‘- ’
frof us, my love? Aund, O hinn¥! whcre
—where hae ye been 1

“ It is a long story, wmother,” said he,
*“ and would take a week to tell it. But,
howsoever, to make a long story short, you
remember when the smugglers were pur-
sued, and wished to conceal their brandy in
our house, my father prevented them ; they
left muttering revenge—and they have been
revenged. This day twelve years, I went
out with the intention of mecting Elizabeth
and her father, when I came upon a party
of the gang concealed in Hell's Hole. In
a moment halfa dozen pistols wero held to
my brest, and tying my hands to my sides,
they dragged me into the cavern. Here 1
had vot been long their prisoner, when the
snow, rolling down the mountaius, almosy
totally blocked up its mouth. On.the sce-
ond night, they cut through the snow, and
barrying inc along with them, I was bound
to a horse, between two, uud, before day-
light, found myself stowed, like a piece of
old junk, in the hold of a smuggling lug-
ger. Within a week, I was shipped on
beard a Duteh man-of-war ; and for six years
was kept dogging about on different stations,
till our old yawing hulk received orders to
join the flect which was to fight against the
gallant Duncan at Camperdown. To think
of fighting against my own conntrymen, my
own flesh and blood, was worse than to be
cut to pieces by a cat-o'-nine-tails ; and, un-
der cover of the smoke of the first broadside,
I sprang upon tho gunwale, planged into
the sea, aud swam for the English flcet.—
Never, never, shall I forget the moment
that my feet first trod upon the deck of a
British frigate! My nerves felt as liro as
her oak, ond my heart {ree as the pennant
that waved defiance from her masthead i—
I was as active a8 any one during the bat-
tle; and, when it was over, and I found
mysclf again among my own countrymen,

the sons. = Johoson,” whispered one of
«]]e is come without asking,” replied the
stranger, encering ; “and the wind shall blow
from a new point if I destroy the mirth or
happiness of the company.” )
“Ye're a stranger, young man,” said Pe-
ter, “or ye would ken this no meeting o'
mirth-makers. But, I assure ye are wel-
come, heartily weleome. Haste yo lassies,”
he added to the servants, “‘som: o ye get
a chair for the gentleman.”

Gentleman, indeed !’ muttered Johnson
between his teeth. )
“Never mind about a chair, my hearties,”
said the scaman ; “this willdo {” And be-
fore Peter could spenk to withhold him, he
had thrown himself carelcssly into the hal-
lowed, the venerated twelve-years-unoecu-

ippers with deeper horror and cousterna-
lh:id"ld thiup;llin of* ‘the vacant chair
habitants of Marchlaw.

«Bxense me, Sir ! excuse me Sir!" said
Peter, the words trembling upon his tongue;
““put ye cannot—ye eanuot sit there I”

«( man, man,” cried Mrs. Elliot, “ggl.
out o' that! get vut o’ that I—take my chair
—take any chair i’ the house |—but dinna,
divoa sit there? It bas never bet.:u sat in
by mortal being since the death o’ my dear
buirn l—and to see it filled by another is a
thing [ canna endure !”

approval and half of sorrow.

“Sir! Sir!” continued the father, “ye

and all speaking my own lan e. ] fan-
should meet mj’rzihther, my m'oEﬂer, ol"lﬂy

dear Bees, on board of the British frigate.
I expected. to sce you ull again io a few
wecks at farthest ; but, instead of returning
to Old England, before I was aware, it was
helm about with us.  As to writing, I never
had an opportunity but once, We were

anchored before a” French fort; a packet
was lying alongside ready to sail; I had &,
half side written, and scratching my head
to think how T should come over writing ab-
out you, Bess, my love, when, as bad luck
would have it;our lieutenant comes to M,;

and sayes he, ‘Elliot," sayes he ‘ 1 koow
like a little smart service ; come, my
take the head oar, while we board

those French hum-boats under ¢he batt

a boofiro of one of their craft, and were
ting fire to a second, when a deadly shower
of small-shot fronr the garrison scuttled our
boat, killed our commanding officer with
half of the orew, and the few wl'!o were left
of us were made prisoners. It is of no use
brothering you by telling how we escaped
from French prisons. e did eseapo ; and
Tom will once more fill his vacant chair.”
Should any of our readers wish farther
acquaintance with our friends ; all we can
say is, the new year was still yonog when
Adam Bell bestowed his daughter’s hand
upon the heir of Marchlaw, and Peter be-
held the onee vaeant chair again occupied,
and a namesake ofthe third gencration prat-

[hue dene it through igaorapce, ard we ex-
L

tling on his koee.

I couldn’t sayno. We pulled ashore, madd',




